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book, the publication of which no musical critic can very well
ignore. To finish, I will give, without comment, one more quota-
tion as a sample of what Mr Ruskin's musical criticism would,
perhaps, have been like if he had taken to my branch of the trade
instead of to his own:

"Grisi and Malibran sang at least one-third slower than any
modern cantatrice; and Patti, the last time I heard her, massacred
Zerlina's part in La ci darem, as if the audience and she had but
the one object of getting Mozart's air done with as soon as

possible-----Afterwards I was brought to the point of trying to

learn to sing, in which, though never even getting so far as to
read with ease, I nevertheless, between my fine rhythmic ear and
true-lover's sentiment, got to understand some principles of
musical art, which I shall perhaps be able to enforce, with benefit
on the musical public mind, even today.'*

9 May 1894

I HAVE again had die privilege of hearing Paderewski play that
Polish Fantasia of his, this time by special request of the Phil-
harmonic directors, who were probably afraid that he might
otherwise have played Beethoven or some other tedious classical
composer. I have now heard that Fantasia three times; and though
Paderewski seems to be entirely of Macbeth's opinion as to
crying "Hold, enough!" I confess I do not want to hear it again,
at least not for another week or so. The fact is, he can play much
better music than he has yet composed; and it offends all my
notions of artistic economy to see Paderewski the first-rate player
thrown away on Paderewski the second-rate composer.

That Fantasia does not contain a bar of pianoforte music of
the highest class: it is brilliant, violent, ingenious, here and there
romantic; but what do I care for all that at my age? Now that I
have worn out the somewhat obvious charms of the themes, I
care for little more than the careful and intelligent workmanship.
As for those flashy rapid traits, played on a piano which has been
spoiled to make them practicable, they are lost on me: Liszt, and
even Tausig, in spite of his vulgar vandalism, were more amusing
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